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husband on her hands. Charlotte, practical and capable,
took charge of sickroom and patient alike and stood no
no nonsense. The scene at its briefest is easily visualized.
Mrs. Shaw (entering). Here 's your medicine.
The Patient (suspiciously). What is it?
Mrs. Shaw. Don't ask questions.    Swallow it.
The Patient (after obeying). Ugh!
Mrs. Shaw. There 's a good boy.    Now try and go to
sleep.
The Patient. I------
Mrs.  Shaw.    Hush!    (She tiptoes out    The Patient
sleeps.)
Returning to the nineties, we see a spare, vigorous Shaw
approaching what is called the prime of life. Garbed in a
one-piece suit of knitted brown wool fashioned by Dr.
Jaegers, or in velocipeding knickers and Norfolk jacket,
he strides or cycles about the Surrey hills on the white
motorless roads. From his beard, his hobby, and the
impression he gives of always being busy, an irreverent
onlooker might well have named him the Bicycling Beaver.
Ever industrious, ever anxious to be in the vanguard of the
New, he always seemed fearful of being left behind. The
following glimpse he gives of his room in Fitzroy Square in
1897 is of-a factory working overtime on the remanufacture
of ideas. 'Whilst I am dressing and undressing I do all
my reading. The book lies open on the table. I never
shut it, but put the next book on top of it long before it's
finished. After some months there is a mountain of buried
books, all wide open, so that all my library is distinguished
by a page with the stain of a quarter's dust or soot on it.'
The impression is not one of restlessness but urgency, as
though the spinning of the earth was something he ought
to try to keep up with; and when seen in the London streets
or on the Malvern hills he always walked as though he had
an appointment with himself and might be late for it.
With no dependants and few intimacies, Bernard Shaw's
cares have been few, as this world goes. Where some
people love persons and other people things, Shaw loves
ideas. Outside that cold realm where all is intellect and
theory and sublimation he had no passionate attachments,